chapter one
the close'of queen victoria's
reign, birth and boyhood of
king edward viii
In the summer of 1897 the Duke and Duchess of York went
to stay with Queen Victoria. She was delighted by their visit,
and she wrote in her Journal, "Every time I see them I love
them more and respect them greatly. Thank God! Georgie has
got such an excellent, useful and good wife.'* There was much
for them to talk about; plans for a visit to Ireland, and the
problems of a growing family, the eldest of whom, Prince
David, was already three years old and playing about the
garden at White Lodge, "lively as a rabbit".
The Queen had ruled the land for sixty years, and the cen-
tury she knew was coming to its end. When she ascended the
throne in 1837, England had been a fair agricultural country.
Now it was devoted to industry: factory chimneys rose above
the edges of the fields, and steamers moved down the once
placid rivers, laden deep with manufactured goods. In the
'thirties the talk in the inns had been of crops and of beasts.
Now, when the day's work was over and when Englishmen sat
over their tankards of beer, they talked of inventions and of
new machines. The smocks of the farm worker had given place
to the overalls of the mechanic and the artisan.
The tranquil evenings with Prince Albert must have seemed
remote to Queen Victoria as she dozed over her papers—the
games of whist, and the sentimental ballads they sang together
away back in the 'forties. There was so much to remember
and marvel over in the long years of change and discovery.
The gas-lamps at the gates of the Castle had been a novelty
in the early days, when she used to drive down with Prince
Albert from smoky London. Now there was a telephone in
the Castle, and typewriters: very soon the rooms were to be
wired for electric light. On October 3, 1896, at Balmoral, the
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